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monarchs of Egypt. There is nevertheless a charm and a
sophistication about this Ptolemaic art which easily degener-
ates into superficiality and self-consciousness, and as you look
at these figures, it almost seems as if Greek art were attempt-
ing to force its curves into the rigid angularity of Egyptian
tradition. And it may be that the artists of this time, who
were born into the Hellenistic world, admired Greek art and
despised their own as an old-fashioned relic of a faith in which
they no longer believed. It is interesting to see how an art,
which at its best shines with a hidden life, can find its way
eventually to such a graceful death bed.

Returning again to my unhappy boat, we pushed off and
were soon making our way northward. It would be tedious
to relate how many times we stopped, it seemed for good,
and how hope quickened with every renewed beat of our
now heroic engine. As the sun was setting, we arrived at
Edfu with wild cries and waving arms, bumping heavily into
the steps of the landing-stage. There was a train leaving in
about two hours. In the meantime I explored the temple of
Edfu, which is the best preserved in the whole of Egypt. Its
courtyards, its halls, and even the dark little holy of holies
in which the statue of the God Horus was kept, are in a state
of perfect preservation; the granite pedestal on which the
sacred barque of the God reposed is still in position in the
centre of the sanctuary. To the Christian archaeologist this
chamber is interesting, because a corridor surrounds it which
bears a close resemblance to the ambulatory of a church.

I had to leave all this ancient splendour and return to
inform the crew of my decision to proceed no further with
them. I expected an explosion which, oddly enough, never
occurred. The captain merely sighed, and the clever
engineer lit another cigarette. As for the rest of the crew,
they seemed to have vanished. Anyhow we parted the best
of friends, and I caught the night train up to Luxor. A
tourist guide to Egypt was lying in the carriage, and as I
idly opened it, my eyes fell upon the following sentence:
" Navigation along the Nile, the oldest method of transport
in Egypt, is also one of the most delightful. To sail or steam
between its fertile banks is to realise that . . ."
But such words were not for me.